'Will kill you,' supplied her brother. 'Moreover, we've
been dying to tell someone about it. Thanks to you, Mr
Vadassy, we live.'

I grinned sheepishly. I was beginning to feel a little
embarrassed.

'One of us,' remarked the girl darkly, 'won't live much
longer if you don't get on with it.'

To business, then!' he announced. 'Mr Vadassy, you
know that yacht that came in this morning?'

'Yes/

'It's an Italian.'

'Is it?'

'It is. Well, we were down on the beach this afternoon
with some of the others. There were the Switzers and
the French couple and that old guy with the white beard,
A bit later down come the British major and his wife.5

'Oh, hurry up!' said the girl.

'Wait! I want to recreate the atmosphere for Mr
Vadassy. That's how it happened. They came down a
while after everyone else. You know how hot it was. All
of us were lying around half asleep in our chairs after
that poulet a la creme they gave us at lunch. We just
knew the British had come down because we'd heard
him saying his chair was unsafe or something.'

'You see,' she broke in, 'they were sitting just a little
to the right, so we were quite close and saw everything.
Well...'

'Be quiet,' said her brother, 'you're spoiling it. Your
part comes in a minute. As I was saying, Mr Vadassy,
we were all sitting there wondering whether it was pos-
sible for the sun to get much warmer and whether we
hadn't had too much to eat when Mrs Switzer says some-
thing to Mr Switzer. Well, you know how it is. Even
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